
CONVICTED BY JURY FOR BRUTAL MURDER OF hIsIrIDE
_HENRY BEATTIE IS SENTENCED TO DIE ON NOVEMBER 24
HOPE SHATTERED !
ÄS WENDENBURG
BRANDS SLAYER
> .

_

Tells Jury That Beattie
Alone Murdered Un¬
suspecting Wife.

SAVAGfci IN HIS
FINAL ATTACKl

Prosecutor Unmerciful in His De¬
scription as to How Prisoner
Pitched Woman's Body Into

Car, Just as if It Were
That of Slaughtered

Beast.

In the most masterful afgumettt ever

presented to a Virginia jury. L. O.
Wendenburg, assistant prosecutor, by
the express wish of relatives of the
dead woman, yesterday convinced
twelve men thnt Henry Clay Beattie,
Jr.. was the murderer of his twelve-
months-old bride, and flfty-e\ght min¬
utes after hlr final word was spoken
the jury so rendered its verdict

In the opinion of all that crowded
courtroom.a courtroom packed and
Jammed as It had never been before
and as It probaby never will be again
Ml. Wendenbürg made the effort of his
life. Roughshod, ho rode over the
sophistries* as he named them, of his
opponents, ami clearly and convinc¬
ingly argued from the evidence that
none other than the prisoner at the
bar could have been on the Midlo¬
thian Turnpike at thut exact spot atul
at thnt exact hour on the night of
July 1«. when Mrs. Beattie was brutal¬
ly sluln. and that none other SOUld
have had thut gun than the young man
who sat. cold nnd silent listening to'
the lawyer's scourging words.

Broken. Bit by Bit.
Bit by bit he broke down the barrier.

that barrier of "reasonable doubt".
which counsel for the defense erected
around their client, and showed, with¬
out fear of contradiction, that Henrv
Beattie alone had the opportunltv, that
Henry Beattie alone had the desire,
that he alone had a motive to slay
the unprotected woman. The as.«l:-t-
rnt prosecutor laughed to scorn the
attempts of the defense to bring in
othtr "shaggy, bearded highwaymen."
possible perpetrators of tho awful
deed.

'Why did not the defense brine them
on the scene at tie rl*ht time?" he
crleü; and then, with a finger that did
not waver, he pointed at the defendant
and said: "There is the man who com¬
mitted the crime. There Is the man

who slew his wife, and thore 1« the
man who must pay the penalty with
his blood.'
Through all the history of crime Mr.

Wendenburg ranged) comparing this!
deed with others of its kind, and said
that there was none other, even in'the
dark ages of the past, which could
equal it in all Its hideous features and
cold-blooded brutality. In Beulah Bin-
ford, whom Beaut* first met as a mere
shred of a child thirteen years old. the
attorney found the motive.the motive
which the State declared It was not
forced to prove.

Dead Girl's Mother.
He pointed out that the dead wo¬

man's lonely mother had .stated on the
stand that her daughter's married life
was not as happy as It had been pic¬
tured by the witnesses for the defense,
and here told, with bitter emphasis,
the story she had told upon the wit¬
ness stand. It was a daughter's con¬
fidence in h <r mothor that he told.a
story that could not be denied. And
Henry Beattie, Mr. Wcndenhurg ar¬

gued, had to rid himself of his wife,
and there appeared before h!:n but one
way in which to rid himself of one
woman that he might warm himself
in the glow of another fireside. And
that way was by the assassin's hand,
find it was Henry Beattie, the lawyer
shrieked, who took his unsuspecting
wife out on that ride which ended in
her death.
And how could it have happened, he

asked, that the "bearded highwayman"
knew that Henry Beattie atsd his wife
¦were to drive along that road that
night, when the prisoner at the bar
had himself stated on the stand that
it was at his wife's suggestion that
they took the spin? And how was it.
he usked again, that the same gun
which Paul Beattie swore that he
bought for his cousin, could have been
the same weapon which was found on
the Beit Line crossing, and which
Henry Beattio himself at first ac¬
knowledged was the gun with which
his wife was slain?

Not Kastel berg's Car.
Beyond fear of contradiction Mr.

Wendenburg showed that it was not
Charles Kastelberg's car which those
boys coming home from a dance at
Bon Air saw standing on the roadside,
for had not the most of them, he nsked,
given a description of the man and
woman they saw. which did not tally
with the description of Kastelberg
and that nameless woman he took with
him on a Joy ride? Then, too, Küstel¬
bergs car was seen more than a milo
from where tho foul murder was com¬
mitted, while that other automobile
was seen almost on the very spot. Al¬
most with a gesture he broke down
that part of the fabric of the defense
.which lay In the story admitted and
told by Kastelberg.
With a record of the testimony be¬

fore him, Mr. Wcndenhurg argued be¬
fore the Jury, displaying the strong
points brought out by the prosecution
und showing the pitiful weakness of
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PUBLIC DOUBTED
BEAM'S STORY
WHEN FIRST TOLD

Opinion a? to His Guilt
Quickly Formtd Right

After Ajurder.

NOBODY LuOKED
FAi HIGHWAYMAN

Husband's Account of Battle
With Giant Accepted as Poor
Attempt of Real Murderer to

Shield Himself.Brief
History of Brutal

Crime.

Ai] Richmond tvas stirred late onthe night of Tuesday. July 18, by the
announcement that a young wife, whohad for the Hist time left her five-
weeks-eld baby, hud been murdered tit
her husband's tide. Ollicers of the law.
volunteers and newspaper men (locked
to the scene on the tlrst alarm, and
to them the young husband told his
:-tory.told It without a trace of ex¬
citement, without a quiver and cour¬
teously Invited his visitors to use his
blood-stniaed motor car on their waybu'-k to town.
Henry Cluy Reattle. Jr. age S6, sop

of u prosperous merchant and banker
of south Richmond, went for a spin in
his automobile that July night, carry¬
ing his wife, the mother of their III-
fant child. A scant half-hour later he
tacedback to the home of the girl's
uncle with the dead body of his wife,
crying "My God, she dead, my God,
shw's dead'."

Bcattle'a Kirnt (itoKj.
To those who gathered at the first

alarm Beuttle. t,till in the clothes
stained with the blood of his wife,
told his story. Motoring along the
Midlothian Road, returning to the
Owen home shortly before 11 o'clock
on a star-lit summer nicht, he had
teen before him a man in the middle
of the roa'l. The ecr was brought
suddenly to a stop. The unknown
from the darkness started the con¬
versation: "Why the hell don't you
run over me." The road Is a wide
pike, well macadcmlzed. giving ample
room for passage on either side of at,
object In the centre. Beattle replied:
"1 ought to have done it.you took the
whole road." He then reached for¬
ward to put In the clutch and start
the car. The man i-aid: "Start and I'll
shoot you," and then for the first
time it was noticed that he carried u

gun. and that the gun was pointed
straight at the motorist.
Henry gave the machine all its gas.

It started with a lunge, and the charge
from the highwayman's shotgun en¬
tered the head of his wife, just undei
the left eye, causing Instantaneous
death.
The highwayman, after the meresi

scuttle, went off In the woods, leavinp
the gun with wnlch the deed had beep
done In the hands of the outraged hus
hand, who then raced to the Owen hom<
in the hope that medical aid reset still
avail for the bleeding woman.

Old Not Look Far.
Such was the story Henry BeattU

told. Such was the story that shocked
the countryside, that in all Virginia
there could have been a man who could
have done such a deed
The Southerner's first thought when

a woman Is attacked is of the negro.
Henry was not certain. His assailant
might have been white or colored, but
ho wore a beard, a stubby beard of
several weeks' growth, and was a pow¬
erful man. The search was taken up
promptly and In good faith- Sworn ofti-
cers of the law of Chesterfield and
nearby counties and of Richmond, and
experienced men from the railway ser¬
vice were prompt with offers of aid. A
woman had been shot down at her hus¬
band's side. All Richmond would have
turned out to avenge the deed. Had a

negro been found with a gun that night
near the blood .spot on the Midlothian
Road, no power of law could have kept
him from swinging to the n«are«t tree.

Tom Owen Took Hold.
Tom Owen, uncle of the murdered

woman, and her nearest Virginia rel¬
ative, took hold promptly and with cool
head. The police were notified. His
old friend, Luther Scherer, who had
traced baggage thieves to London and
arrested po.st-ofHco robbers under the
eyes of the New York police, was
asked to come out and advise. Blood¬
hounds were called from the neighbor¬
ing county of Henrico and from tho
State Penitentiary Farm- The machin¬
ery of the law was promptly In motion
to apprehend the (lend.
Tom Wren, a veteran of thirty years

in Richmond's Police Department, was
the first trained man on the ground
Magistrate Jacob, County Ofilcar Jar-
roll and Coroner living were already
organizing a search for file missing
gun. und had located and roped off a
grent puddle, of blood in the turnpike,
which showed where the crime had
been perpetrated. At daylight the gun
was found, far down the railway track
from the turnpike, crossing. At day¬
light also came the dogs.blooded an¬
imals of keen scent, who worked
faithfully and well.who were them¬
selves out In the search, but found no
trail. No footsteps led further from
that pnol of blood than to a stump be¬
side the roadway and back again.

Scratch tVns SuUpiclous.
Doubts of the good faith of 'tho

stricken husband followed hard. Mc-
(Contlnued on Second Page.).

tTKVHT <5'.AV nEATTIE. JR.

_*_____>_ ' °rtPvrlK»' by Hornel« & Clark. 1

WENDENBURG ON BEATTIE'S CRIME
"When ihr silence of that fatal night iron broken by the scream* of that poor, defenseless ironui, as sherealized thnt the man who hn<l »««rn to protect her iv«h a Uend incarnute, nud be silenced that scream »Ith tbereport of that death-dealing gun, God frowned and the law shuddered."
"Thin muu wus left nlone on the scene of the crime, left alone by that pool of blnoil.with tbe smoklnp; weap¬on »tili In hi* hands. He threw, tbe gun Into the rar and tbe body of his wife after It.like tbe body or aslaughtered beast."

"Tbe learned and brilliant counsel for tbe accused liuvr asked yon on principles of sophistry how this mnncould have roninilttrd that crime. I mj that a man who murders Ills vtire is not only n murderer, but n fool.""Brattle had to account for thnt hum, and he tells >ou of >< big Iteurdrd hlKhivn.t man, n Kinut. who tired the¦hot, and of bow be, a mere stripling, goes up and wrests that Kiln anjiy from tbe Riant, not knowing wbetberhe bad a double-barreled shotgun and whether the giant could have gl\en him the other load.""Thank God, no scrubby farmer came nlone and plekrd up that gun. lie ihre» It out In the highway oftramps, hoping that some tramp wouldplrk It up."
"And yet Mr. Carter wants you to look for n bearded stranger. Why, when the people read the papers thenext morning, every farmer In Chesterfield ran for his razor to shu>e off bis beard."
"I wonder how much of this man will go to heaven and how much will go below. God lias given u« meansto procure evidence. The great power nnlch moves all things appealed to tbe conscience of Paul and made himreveal all he knew."

"This is the cheapest murder I ever heard of. It has an element of cheapneaa about I;."'
.-This Is the greatest crime and the worst under the roof of heaven. This young man, gentlemen, bos bound aband of blond around his name so that generations will slowlv go by It until it Is blotted out from memory.The dark and bloody annals of the past have nothing to equal this crime."
"But there is an invisible power somew here, and that »nmc power made Paul tell the balance of thataerrrt In bis heart. He hod uotblug to feur. He knew he was an Innocent agent. Hut here he ban been vilified,sud the tvorst character has been attributed to him. Hut I tell Paul Beattie that God, who muilc him disclose thatdreadful secret, «III look after him. He has notli.iiK to fear."
"A ministerial friend of mine suggested thut tbe deeds of Henry VIII. of England formed tbe greatest blot

on the escutcheon of England. And I say thut this crime of Henry Beuttle has formed the greatest blot on theescutcheon of Virginia!"
"They tell you to let blm go free. Let him go free, aud I tell you thnt every unpunished murder takes some¬thing away from the security of every man's life. Let this man go free, and I say to Virginia: 'Co tbe the grove ofCluverlus; go to the grave of McCue, and to the grave of Jeter Phillips; dig up their bodies and apologize tothem, and place a band around the escutcheon of Vlrglulu. to remain there through all eternity.'"
"Justice must he satisfied, und a broken law must be vlndicuted. Go. gentlemen of the Jury, uud render

your decision so that the verdict of this State will lie: 'Well done, thou good und faithful servants1.'"

JURORS PRAYED |FOR DIVINE HELPl
Then Came Into Courtroom and

Fairly Shouted Verdict
of Guilty.

dl.* Associated Press.)
Chesterfield Courthouse, Va.r Sep¬

tember 8..Twelve Virginia farmers
knelt at dusk to-night In the obscurity
of the s-iall Jury room of Chesterfield
courthouse, praying fervently that
they might pass judgment aright on
Henry Clay Beattle, Jr., Indicted for
the murder of his wife. Grimly de¬
termined they arose a moment later,
and silently one by one recorded a
unanimous verdict of ..guilty."
Pausing In silent contemplation for

fifty-eight minutes, weighing carefully
the meaning of their decision, and once
more on bended knees beseeching di¬
vine assistance that they might not
err, they tiled into the hushed stillness
of a crowded courtroom, and "/Ith
startling suddenness twelve voices. In-
steud of the usual one of the foreman,

spoke the single word "guilty." It
was almost a shout. The spectre of
death which stalked Midlothian Turn¬
pike on July IS last, when the life of
Mrs. Uouise Owen Beattle was takes,
away with the single report of a shot¬
gun, .itarcd hard at the young hus¬
band, ready to claim its victim by
electrocution on Friday. November 21,
next. Hut the prisoner returned the
gaze, unswerving und unafraid.

Does Not Surrender.
The Court of Appeals, to be sure,

will be asked to grant a writ of error
and a new trial. Young Beattle. cog¬
nizant of the legal weapons yet at his
disposal, did not surrender. Instead,
he consoled his brokendown father,
white-haired and wrinkled, and com¬
forted him as lie whispered, "I haven't
lost yet, father."
Unusual as has been the tragedy and

tho gruesome stage where It occurred,
the twelve Jurymen did not hesitate to
admit to their friends that they stood
In Judgment not only over the cold¬
blooded murder, but upon his marital
Infelicity as well. It was, perjtaps.
the dramatic climax of Virginia Jus¬
tice which In the last half-century has
swiftly sent to death such famous
murderers as Cltiverlus. Phillips and
McCue.
At the close of a powerful address

by K O. Wendenburg, the voluntary
assistant of the Commonwealth In the
case, the suspense was felt not alone
in the courtroom, but In Richmond,

(Continued on Eight Pago.)

WEEPS WHEN SHE
HtAKS SENTENCE

But Beulah Binford Reasserts
Confidence in Beattie's

Innocence.
[Special to The Times-Dispatch.]New York, September S..Krceinan

Ilernsteln. the theatrical man who
brought Beulah Binford, the "other
woman" In tho Beattle murder case
to this city to be exploited on vho
stage, has given up the proposition.
Bernstein was the theatrical promoter
who put Jr'iorenee Burns. May Yohcund other slmilur "stars" on theboards.
Bernstein gave up after the commis¬

sioner of public safety of Philadelphiadeclared that he would not permit the
Virginia gtrl curiosity to appear In
that city.

"I've made up my mind 10 pass th
girl up. said Bernstein. "I've had
lot of freiVTts in my time, Florette
Burnt, and May Yoho, hut I'tffi decide)

"l Continued on Mlnth Page.)

WORDS RANG LIKE
SHRIEK THROUGH
CROWDED ROOM

Prisoner, Branded Now by Law,
Stood Straight and Firm, Like
Man of Stone, and Heard

His Doom Un¬
flinching.

FAINT SMILE FLICKERED
ACROSS HIS LIPS AT VERDICT

Twelve Chesterfield Farmers Quickly Agree on Death
Sentence, and Judge Watson Denies Motion for

New Trial.Wild Scene on Courthouse
Green as Murderer Is Sent Back

to His Cell for Night.
BY JOSEPH F. GEISINGER.

The verdict is death.
Through the awful stillness of the crowded. Stifling room thewords, low spoken as they were, rang like a shriek. Branded nowbefore the world with the foul sin of wife-murder and condemned

to pay to the limit its terrible price, Henry Beattie stood last nightstraight and firm, like a. man of stone, and heard his doom unflinch¬ing. Beside him, bowed in grief and shame, an old man leanedstiffly upon one deathlike' hand, and stared vacantly into space.Behind him. chewing a piece of gum like an automaton, sat another
younger one, horror and shock blanching his face. Around him,nerves half-bursting and minds grasping vainly for realization, ahuddled throng stood with naked shivering souls. But within himnothing stirred, it seemed. In all that twilight tragic scene beforethe ancient bar he alone whose death knell sounded was calm and*unshaken to the end. A woman sobbed aloud, and strong men gulp¬ed down their misery and almost gasped for air. But from Beattiecame not so much as the quiver of an eyela>h. When the courtnamed his last day upon this earth a faint smile flickered across hislips. That was all.

WILD SCENE ON COURT GREEN.Back to his cell in the riny, dismal jail he went, a convictedfelon, the most noted criminal of his day and time.a murderer liv¬ing and yet without a life to call his own. Faithful to the last, theold man tottered at his side and followed his boy through the clankingdoors, straining him passionately to his breast before he left himalone to the sleepless solitude of the night. As if in mockery of thehour, the harvest moon flooded all the country fields, and the veryearth seemed smiling and at pace. But through it the lonely boywalked to a prtson from which he will walk again to death. Not forhim did the fair fields smile. Disgrace and woe unutterable wer<~his only part.
Scarcely had he left the courtroom before a sharp crack as of arevolver broke the silence that none had dared interrupt. For amoment the crowd stood rooted to its tracks, and then plungedwildly through windows and doors to the pitch-black green. Visionsof Henry Beattie dead by his own hand flashed before every mind,and for a moment the sensation was indescribable. It needed but thisto complete the day. Men ran madly about hurling questions atone another and getting no answers. Then they suddenly stoppedand laughed hysterically. The jailer was fumbling at the iron doorsand by his side, with placid, unharmed brow, stood the prisoner. Adozen yards away an overambitious photographer picked up his in¬fernal machine and walked off, well satisfied with his thoughtlesswork.

\ l.lttlr Ho in- of SiiciTBJtfiil Appeal,Unless a higher court snatches him hack from the laws of death. HenryBeattle will go to the electric chair between sunrise and sunset of November24, less than three months hence. The prospect before him now Is a settledBloom without a rift. Condemned and sentenced In a day, there seems forhim after this no other thing on earth to do but pay the penalty of his crime.Counsel will press the right on. it Is true, and will more desperately than evers-.rive to turn the tide. But there is no hope. Bills of exceptions and prayersfor clemency can stay no judgment like this. The trial has been eminentlyfair and square, and to the prisoner has gono the benefit of every doubt, how¬ever small, even to the point of drawing upon the court fhe condemnation ofthose who sat afar and ventured to salve their Ignorance and inappreciationwith a show of exalted opinion. Mercifully the court gave to Henry Beattleeven more than was required, but lit Its mercy lies now the shattering of his:iow hope. No ground for appeal is left. Where so little has been denied andso much yielded, no more can be successfully asked. Not a lawyer could belound yesterday who would risk one chance in a thousand on a writ of error.To all it seemed a question of weeks and days and month-; no longer a ques¬tion for courts.
For the present the prisoner, under heavy guard, stays in the little cjJUntylull. Such opportunity t.> se>: his family will he given him as the court, in itsdiscretion, may decide. There will be no extraordinary privileges, and, onthe other hand, no inhuman denials. His cell Is plain, but comfortable ascells go. He may eat and sleep as he wills, und now and then have a visitorfrom the outside world. Later he may be removed to Richmond under countysupervision. The Supremo Court sits in the first week of November, and willhear the case at once. If it act unfavorably, as all expect, the murderer willthen go to the death chamber In the penitentiary, to leave ir no more untilhis last day dawns.

Tile Sounding of nenttle'* Doom,
Pitifully the hour came with sorrow to all and deep degradation andmisery to a few. It had been a day of mighty argument.the"most brilliant

ever heard in Virginia courts. Throughout the morntn; .Smith had pleadedwith masterly skill und had magnificently fought a hopeless tight. I'slng
every art of the trained and accomplished lawyer, he had made of his weak
case more than any man had believed possible. Among the spectators many
sat in astonishment, and before It was done began themselves to feel a doubt.
Would it bo likewise with the Jury? Old hands at the game, who had often
staked and rarely lost on similar chances, were wilting to admit the possi¬
bility. It seemed that out Of the fragments of a defense the prisoner was,after all, constructing a wedge that might yet Win. him freedom or at least a
new trial.

But in Its box the Jure sat stolid, looking and listening, but not swayed.
Smith spent his force, and Wendenhurg took his place, before the bar. In a

'
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